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THE TEACHER'S JOE MILLER 
RIGHT, HENRY! 
Teacher; "Henry, analyze this sentence! 
It was getting to be milking time; what 
mood ?" 
Henry: "The cow!" 
A FAST ONE 
Chemistry Instructor: "What's HN03?" 
Freshman: "Oh, er—it's right on the 
tip of my tongue." 
Instructor: "Spit it our quickly; it's 
nitric acid." 
EDUCATION FOR TODAY 
Teacher: "Johnny, what are the sea- 
sons ?" 
Johnny: "You mean in the United 
States?" 
Teacher; "Yes, of course." 
Johnny: "Baseball and football." 
Professor: "This examination will be 
conducted on the honor system. Please 
take seats three apart and in alternate 
rows." 
COMPANY, ATTENSHUN/ 
Cadet: "The general was quite provok- 
ed this morning." 
Keydet: "What about?" 
Cadet: "He received a letter marked 
'Private.'" 
"By the way, what are we having for 
dinner tonight?" 
"Spongecake. I sponged the eggs from 
Mrs. Jones, the flour from Mrs. Brown, and 
the milk from Mrs. Smith." 
BUDDING GENIUSES? 
Visitor; "And what's the building over 
there ?" 
A Sophomore: "Oh, that's the green- 
house." 
Visitor: "I didn't know that the fresh- 
men had a dormitory all to themselves." 
AN APPROPRIATE GIFT 
Graduate: "Professor, I have made some 
money and I want to do something for my 
old college. I don't remember what studies 
I excelled in. 
Professor; "In my classes you slept most 
of the time." 
Graduate: "Fine! I'll endow a dormi- 
tory." 
I can stand all the slurs on myself 
Which question my good sense and know- 
ledge, 
But this is the one I've shot people for: 
"Do you work now, or still go to col- 
lege?" 
If all the boarders in all the college board- 
ing houses were placed side by side at one 
table,—they would still reach. 
The man 
That nobody knows; 
Your own 
Professor in evening clothes. 
WHEN HISTORY REPEATS ITSELF 
Teacher: "When was the revival of 
learning ?" 
Pupil: "Just before exams." 
DIFFERENT KIND OF FIGHTING 
Teacher: "What does the word 'rev- 
erie' mean, Willie?" 
Willie (excitedly) : "A reverie is like a 
baseball umpire, only he has to do with 
prize fights." 
IMPROVEMENT 
The nice old gentleman stopped to talk 
to the wee girl who was making mud pies 
on the sidewalk. 
"My goodness," he exclaimed, "you're 
pretty dirty, aren't you?" 
"Yes," she replied, "but I'm prettier 
clean." 
